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“Now, this is what I’ve been waiting for all night. Put your clothes back on, everything you were wearing when we got here,” said Harry. He watched as she obeyed; when she was finished, Harry took out the pair of jeans he’d bought for her. “Now put these on too,” he said.

Rebecca’s eyes went wide when she slipped her leg into the jeans and felt how tight they were. They were at least one size too small, though Rebecca imagined it was more. Wearing these would be very uncomfortable in the best of circumstances; having to wear them over her yoga pants…

This is so goddamn hot, she thought. She yanked and pulled on the thick fabric, incrementally lifting the pants up her thighs. I won’t be able to take these off by myself, she realized. The idea of needing help to do something as simple as remove an article of clothing filled her with dirty desire. And I’m going to be… like this… the whole time… She could hardly stand how filthy and ravenous she felt, especially knowing she’d have no relief, not for hours.

“Why are we going to a job fair, exactly?” she asked as she struggled with the jeans, though she was nearly finished.

“For the experience. I know you’ve got grad school up next, but getting a taste of the working world won’t hurt. You might be surprised by how many opportunities will be available to you. I know most of the men in the room are going to find you very fetching.”

He was right: she knew that a pair of jeans this tight would get plenty of attention. She had only one concern. “Does your… gift… show through the jeans?”

“You’d have to be looking very, very closely to tell…”
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The Kinky Inventor’s Secret Fantasy


“You’ve got it?” asked Rebecca.

Harry pulled a pair of blue jeans out of a shopping bag. “I think these will be perfect.”

Rebecca had been waiting in her apartment, in her bedroom, for two hours for Harry to return. “Was it busy at the mall?” she asked, “Or were you just taking your time?” She grinned, knowing with certainty the answer was the latter.

“You know, I wanted to make sure what I got was perfect. It’s one thing to know the size, but there are so many styles,” he replied. His tone said Scout’s honor but his eyes were lit with playful energy. “Plus I know you don’t mind waiting, do you?”

He’s got me there, she thought. “Not when you leave me like this, no.”

“I could come back later,” he offered, putting a foot out the door.

“Get back here, smart ass,” said Rebecca, unable to keep a smile off her face. Frankly, if he wanted to keep her tied to the bed, she wouldn’t object; she enjoyed every minute he was at the mall without her. But they had plans for today, and she knew that, for once, he would be impatient. They were going to indulge one of Harry’s hottest fantasies, and Rebecca expected he wanted to get started as soon as possible.

Rebecca had offered to go to the mall herself to pick out the jeans. She was the one who had to wear them, after all. But Harry insisted - it was his fantasy, so the job of making sure the details were just right fell to him. Additionally, he was intimately familiar with her dimensions. He’d made many things for her to wear. Not all of them were clothing in the strictest sense, but they required he know every detail of her form. He might even be more qualified to pick out her clothing than she was. Ironically, the jeans he bought wouldn’t fit her properly, but that was the point.

“Untie me so we can go,” she said.

“If I must.”

While Harry shopped, Rebecca passed the time eagerly anticipating their night. There was a time, only a few weeks prior, when spending a night with Harry was a special occasion. Now she saw him all the time. Fortunately, what hadn’t changed when they were together was their choice of activities. Today she knew only part of the agenda, but she knew it would be fun, thanks to Harry. Most likely they would wind up in his workshop, testing some new toy. He was always at work on something new there.

Yes, the workshop was still Harry’s. The company he worked for was uncomfortable at first with the idea of Harry, their star inventor, dating Rebecca, his favorite product tester, but the two had amply demonstrated their professionalism. Harry also made it clear to them that he and Rebecca were a package deal, and that the company would have an extraordinarily difficult time replacing either of them, so his job and their relationship was safe… for now.

Rebecca used to spend days waiting forward to the next time she saw Harry; a few hours alone in the comfort of her bed and his ropes was nothing. She wasn’t even truly alone: her roommate and best friend, Leah, had been watching television in the apartment’s common room the entire time. Both pretended the other wasn’t there: Rebecca, so she could better enjoy her isolation, and Leah, so as not to intrude on her friend’s privacy.

Leah had been living with her friend for less than two months; previously she’d lived with her former fiance. She was grateful to Rebecca for giving her a place to stay, but she was still recovering from the pain of her breakup; seeing a couple as happy as Rebecca and Harry was often difficult, but Rebecca had no doubt Leah would be fine, in time. Leah would take Rebecca up on her repeated offers to set her up with one of Harry’s friends; it was a matter of “when,” not “if.” After all, she assured Leah that his friends were all as handsome and kind as him; that kind of combination couldn’t be ignored forever. Rebecca had caught her checking out Harry’s toned body, which he developed through years of working with his hands on metal, wood and other hard materials. He was deceptively strong, but also gentle, having developed a keenly precise level of control; his work required it, as the quality of his inventions often depended on their being built to exact specifications.

Without question, Rebecca knew she had a catch in Harry, and he felt the same way about her. Volunteering to help fulfill one of his great sexual fantasies was an easy decision for Rebecca. Hearing about his plan, she knew she would enjoy it too. It would be confining, for sure; it would be painful, of course; but that’s what she craved. Submitting to him drove her wild, and every day she had chance to give herself to him was a day she treasured.

Wen Harry finished untying her, she rubbed her wrists where the ropes had imprinted on her skin and felt a sadness that they were gone. She loved the way they felt, especially when the hands that tied them belonged to someone she loved. It took skill to use ropes well, and creativity didn’t hurt; Harry had both.

Rebecca sat up and scratched an itch on her shoulder that had been bugging her since Harry left for the mall. She’d had a lot of experience lately in learning mind over matter. She stood up and walked slowly toward her closet, giving Harry a little time to admire her slim figure. He’d seen her nude too many times to count, but at the moment she wore a devastatingly sexy pair of black lingerie. “I’d rather see you in these than naked,” he told her once. “For a little while, anyway,” he added with a wink. The lingerie wouldn’t go with what they’d planned for later, so she traded it in for some plain panties.

“You ready?” he asked when she’d finished dressing. At Harry’s request, she’d thrown on a pair of yoga pants and her tight, white secretary blouse. She felt strange. Harry dressed impeccably, looking as striking in a flannel shirt and jeans as he did in a suit. Most of his clothes were custom tailored, or at least of the highest quality, so she tended to wear her nicest dresses and skirts on their dates. With Harry at her side, she felt under-dressed in such a modest ensemble, even though he just wore khakis and a long-sleeved, button-down shirt.

“Are you sure this is what you want me to wear?” she asked.

“Oh yes,” he assured her. “Trust me, you look great.”

She had to admit, the clothes certainly flattered her curves; the outfit would get plenty of attention when they were out in public. Is that what Harry wanted? “You’re looking to show me off, is that it?” The idea didn’t bother her, but she was curious if she’d cracked the code. Though it didn’t explain how the jeans factored in.

“No, not exactly. I don’t mind showing you off, if you’d enjoy it, but what I’m really after is for you to experience a new form of confinement,” Harry explained. “The kind that is dictated not by rules I make in private, but the rules that exist out in public.”

Rebecca shivered, titillated by the idea but also nervous. She’d never taken her love of bondage and submission outside the privacy of the bedroom. “Are other people going to see us… doing… anything?”

Harry smiled mischievously. “They will, but they won’t know it.”

Rebecca felt her knees shake as wetness dampened her panties. “I love it,” she said.

“I love you,” he replied.

“I love you too. I’m ready, let’s go.”

Harry grabbed the pair of jeans he bought at the mall, stuffed them back into the bag, and then they left. Rebecca hugged Leah before departing. Her friend knew the drill: Rebecca would not be back until the next day. “Promise me you’ll go out tonight instead of moping around,” said Rebecca.

Leah rolled her eyes. “Fine. But if some jerk picks me up and then never calls me again, I’m going to be really mad at you,” she said.

“No, you’ll thank me,” said Rebecca. “I guarantee it.”

Waiting for Rebecca and Harry on the street outside her building was Harry’s car, as well as its driver. “Good afternoon, Rebecca,” he said.

“Hi Russel,” she replied. The straight-laced blonde was always nice to her, not because she was dating his boss, but because she could tell he was as friendly as he was professional. He opened the door of the huge, black Lincoln Town Car he drove, Harry’s vehicle of choice. Rebecca preferred the limo that used to pick her up; she missed the game she used to play while riding to Harry’s company’s secluded headquarters. Someday I’ll have another chance, she thought.

Liking to keep the details of his plans a secret to amplify her anticipation, Rebecca didn’t know where they were headed; all she knew is that they would be in public.

Harry and Rebecca chatted throughout the ride, discussing his work, their standing with his company and Leah’s future. The idea of moving in with Harry was something they’d discussed, but neither wanted to pressure the other. In fact, Rebecca had never even been to Harry’s place. Apparently he owned a luxury penthouse somewhere downtown, but he spent more time at work. His workshop was more home than his penthouse; it even had a bed for him to sleep on, and he frequently did. Harry had offered to show Rebecca the penthouse, but had asked her to give him a little time: he wanted to equip it with as many of his workshop’s capabilities as possible, in order to give them a proper place to play. Sooner or later it would be ready; she couldn’t wait for that day to arrive.

When the car stopped, Rebecca was surprised to see they had arrived at a hotel owned by a major chain. What could possibly be here? Rebecca wondered.

“Thanks, Russel,” said Harry. “Feel free to relax, we’re going to be a few hours.”

“No problem,” the driver said. “Call me whenever you’re ready to go.”

Harry and Rebecca got out of the car and he pointed them toward the hotel’s entrance.

“Really, where on earth are we going?” she asked.

“Reception hall. You’ll see. This way.” Harry held her hand and quickened his pace, eager to reveal his plans. She could see the excitement in his face. She followed his lead through the lobby of the hotel until they reached their destination. When they got to the doors, Rebecca saw through them dozens of tables set up with men and women dressed in business attire. Papers, pens and pamphlets were everywhere. On an easel set up before the doors, Rebecca saw printed two words that explained everything and nothing: JOB FAIR.

“This is your fantasy?” Rebecca asked.

“No,” said Harry. “We’re not ready to go in yet. Come on.” Once again Harry led Rebecca, this time through the green-carpeted corridors of the hotel itself. Harry took a room key out of his pocket and opened one of the doors. “In here,” he said.

“Now I’m really confused,” said Rebecca.

Harry put down the shopping bag with the jeans and clearly more. “We’ll need some privacy to get you ready. Pull down your pants, then fold your arms behind your back.”

Finally, thought Rebecca. She was starting to wonder when their night was going to really begin. She was so used to their typical routine: going to the workshop, having a little fun - no, a lot of fun - and then testing out one of Harry’s new inventions. She didn’t mind a departure from the norm, but it had made things… unpredictable.

Harry reached into the shopping bag and pulled out a black, rubber plug. It was fairly long and thick, and it was shaped like a perfectly detailed penis. In fact, it looked exactly like-

“Is that… your cock?” said Rebecca, pointing at it. Just as Harry knew every square inch of her body, she knew his just as well - especially his magnificent member.

“It is,” he said, beaming. “I had replicas made. I thought you’d appreciate the likeness.”

“I know I will. Can I try it?” This new toy wouldn’t be the first Harry had given to Rebecca in the hopes that she would enjoy using it on herself, and she loved deriving pleasure from using something Harry had made specifically for her. They always say it’s the thought that counts. Harry’s gifts were always thoughtful, and usually represented hours of effort as well.

“Sure, go nuts. In fact, feel free to lie down and do whatever comes to mind.”

Rebecca smiled and pulled her pants and panties off all the way, then hopped onto the bed. The covers were cool and soft under her bare skin, but she could feel herself getting hotter.

She started playing with her new toy by gripping the shaft in her hand. It really feels the same width, she thought. She rubbed it vigorously to warm it up, then opened her mouth and set it on her tongue. Just like as with the real thing, she had to open wide to take in more than the tip. Harry watched with a grin as she played with driving the toy deeply in and out, running her tongue over it and sucking as hard as if Harry could actually feel it. Then she held the toy above her breasts, lowered her mouth onto it and worked her head up and down. She loved the way the act made her feel like a good, well-trained pet.

When she felt she’d serviced the toy as long as she normally would Harry’s cock, she took it out of her mouth and angled it down toward her crotch. Her pussy was sopping wet, and the thick rod slid in easily. She moaned in pleasure as it filled her, the sensation amplified by how well it reminded her of the real thing.

“This is incredible,” she said.

“I’m glad you like it,” he replied.

Rebecca began pleasuring herself with the toy slowly, gently penetrating deeper as she went. Gradually she accelerated, building up a sweat and breathing heavily as her exhalations became higher and higher pitched.

“Here, let me help,” said Harry. He took her free hand in his and tightened a loop of rope around her wrist, then tied it off to the bed frame. Rebecca already felt herself more aroused by being partially bound. Before Harry took her other hand, she drove the toy into her as deeply as she could, wanting to maintain the feeling it produced while Harry finished binding her. She was glad he’d brought rope with him: she’d hate to miss it on such a night.

When he was done, he reached down to Rebecca’s crotch and felt around the base of the dildo. To her surprise, the toy began vibrating.

“Ohhhhh,” she sighed. “You didn’t… tell me… it did… that!” She tugged at the ropes around her wrists, fruitlessly fighting her bonds. She loved doing that, knowing she wasn’t going anywhere.

Harry stripped off his clothes and got on top of Rebecca on the bed. He kissed her neck while she panted and gasped for breath. Tonight was supposed to be a night where she gave Harry the fantasy he’d always wanted, and yet she was the one enjoying every gift he had to offer. That’s the kind of guy he is, she thought proudly.

“You can come whenever you’re ready,” he said, as if he’d read her thoughts.

Rebecca screamed as she let the orgasm rip through her body, fueled by the vibrations, Harry’s motion with the toy, his lips on her skin and all of the other myriad sources of arousal in her mind. She shuddered in bliss, thrashing about and bucking against Harry and the bed. He held on, and when her orgasm reached its peak, he pulled out the dildo.

However, before her pleasure could fade completely, he pressed the toy against her tight bud. Rebecca laughed to herself as she figured out what was coming next. I should have known, she thought. He never stops after one. The dildo, slick from her own juices, went into her backdoor slowly but steadily, as she had been accustomed. The pain was sharp, but it only fed her desire. When he’d buried it down to the flat guard he’d fashioned at the end, he turned it back on. The vibrating inside her ass was intense, and already another climax was building.

“Ready?” Harry said as he pulled down his pants and kicked them away with his foot. Rebecca nodded. She opened her eyes long enough to catch a glance at his real package, which stood stiff and fully erect, and then Harry plunged downward. He slid into her inviting crevice easily, and the sensation of feeling both cocks inside her together made her scream in ecstasy. He hammered at her drenched pussy while the vibrator hummed with power. He massaged her breasts through her clothes, and soon her euphoria was complete. Her mind drifted into the subspace of pleasure she so regularly reached with Harry.

He continued to enjoy himself as well, groaning louder and breathing deeply, feeling the surge of pleasure growing until at last he was nearly at his breaking point. Quickly he withdrew his cock, stood up on the bed and stroked it until his seed burst out and landed on the Rebecca’s face. She gasped, roused from her reverie, but quickly sighed in happiness, enjoying how his hot, sticky mess felt against her skin. Harry untied the ropes around her wrists and set them aside so he could lie down next to her. He reached for her crotch and shut off the dildo in her rectum. Together they shut their eyes and savored their satisfaction.

—

“Go take a shower,” Harry said to Rebecca after a few minutes.

“What?” she asked, still groggy.

“We’re going to that job fair,” he reminded her. “You have to clean up first. Be quick, and blow dry your hair. And don’t let my cock come out.”

Rebecca twisted over onto her front and slid her way off the bed. While finishing undressing, Harry smacked her ass. “Hurry up,” he said. She yelped at the hit, which was all the more painful due to the plug. Once in the bathroom, she turned on the water for the shower and waited for it to get hot. Just as she was stepping inside, steam billowing out the stall, she saw Harry, still nude, in the bathroom mirror. “Get in,” he said, following her.

Together they cleaned each other off with playful jubilation. Harry helped her shampoo her hair, and also held onto the plug so it wouldn’t slip out. Rebecca felt his touch through the toy and her excitement grew once more. She wished they could stay in the hot water for so much longer, but after only a little while Harry turned off the stream and told her to towel off.

Harry was fully dressed and waiting by the time Rebecca finished drying herself and her hair. As ordered, she did not let the dildo slip out of her once, despite how thick and long it was.

“Now, this is what I’ve been waiting for all night. Put your clothes back on, everything you were wearing when we got here,” said Harry. He watched as she obeyed, listening to her grunting as the dildo made dressing more difficult. When she was finished, Harry took out the pair of jeans he’d bought for her. “Now put these on too,” he said.

Rebecca’s eyes went wide when she slipped her leg into the jeans and felt how tight they were. They were at least one size too small, though Rebecca imagined it was more. Wearing these would be very uncomfortable in the best of circumstances; having to wear them over her yoga pants…

This is so goddamn hot, she thought. She yanked and pulled on the thick fabric, incrementally lifting the pants up her thighs. I won’t be able to take these off by myself, she realized. The idea of needing help to do something as simple as remove an article of clothing filled her with dirty desire. And I’m going to be… like this… the whole time… She could hardly stand how filthy and ravenous she felt, especially knowing she’d have no relief, not for hours.

“Why are we going to a job fair, exactly?” she asked as she struggled with the jeans, though she was nearly finished.

“For the experience. I know you’ve got grad school up next, but getting a taste of the working world won’t hurt. You might be surprised by how many opportunities will be available to you. I know most of the men in the room are going to find you very fetching.”

He was right: she knew that a pair of jeans this tight would get plenty of attention. She had only one concern. “Does your… gift… show through the jeans?”

“You’d have to be looking very, very closely to tell,” he assured her.

“Good.” Rebecca went to fasten the button on the jeans, but noticed it wasn’t there.

“What’s wrong?” Harry asked, smiling coyly.

“There’s no button. It’s gone – there’s a hole where it should be,” she said. “They’re not going to come off though, they’re too tight.”

“You’re probably right. Just in case, though, let’s use this.” Harry reached into his pocket and produced a small padlock. “Hold up your blouse,” he said.

Rebecca’s heart raced. The combination of the jeans’ tightness and the lock would make the pants akin to a full-body chastity device. She’d be encased in her own clothes for as long as Harry deemed fit.

He crouched down and pulled on the jeans just enough to slip the thin curved bar of the lock through the button holes. When he sealed the lock, the audible click sent shivers through Rebecca.

“Let’s have a look,” said Harry. He took her to the bathroom, which had a set of facing mirrors so she could see herself from both sides. “Gorgeous,” he said. He clutched her ass in his hands. “This looks exactly like I had hoped. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” she said, checking herself out in the mirror. She did look stunning, though she knew only Harry could appreciate her state fully. Her blouse even hid the padlock.

“All right,” he said. “Let’s go get you a job.”

“Wait,” she said. “Aren’t you supposed to bring-”

Harry took a small stack of papers out of the shopping bag. “Resumes,” he said.

Rebecca took the papers and looked them over. It was the one she had sent his company when she first applied for the job of product tester. Harry had updated it to represent the term of her employment and the expected completion of her college degree. He’s thought of everything, as usual, she thought. “Thanks.”

“Out,” he said, motioning for the door. Rebecca slipped on her heels, then stepped out of the door.

Walking down the hall, she moved very slowly. Every step was an ordeal. She felt as though she were trying to walk through three feet of snow, all while a massive cock was lodged in her ass.

“Oh, here’s something else I forgot to mention,” Harry said, taking out his phone.

What now? she thought. Harry tapped his phone, and the toy inside her sprung to life, vibrating furiously, but only for a few seconds, then it stopped.

“While you’re in there, I expect you to pay attention, ask intelligent questions and generally act as though you’re not on one of our dates, or I’ll give you a little jolt. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” said Rebecca. Now at last it was all clear to her. She would be in public, but nobody would know what was going on underneath her clothes. The challenge would be not to act strangely. She could see why Harry would have such a fantasy, and also why he’d never been able to fulfill it. How many women would not only be willing to do such a thing, but be able to enjoy it? They say people have their limits; Rebecca expected this was true, but if she had limits she’d not reached them yet. I’m sick, she used to think while tied up, gagged and being flogged, shocked and fucked hard. Now she knew, I’m not sick, I’m just different. Fortunately for her, so was Harry.

Rebecca grew accustomed to her condition faster than she expected, and soon they were walking at almost a normal pace. She could feel herself sweating slightly, and of course her panties were constantly collecting her fluids. How long would it be before it started to show? Maybe Harry wanted it to…

When they reached the reception hall, Rebecca looked around at all the people present, trying to determine what kind of reactions to prepare for. She immediately noticed that many of the people appeared to be college age like her. Some men and women were dressed in expensive business suits, clearly determined to impress potential employers, but some were dressed more casually like her. The men and women at the booths seemed friendly, giving out business cards to everyone who asked and offering a variety of gifts emblazoned with the company logo.

“Here, this one,” Harry said, pointing her toward a booth marked for a local bank.

“Okay, but what does a bank have to do with physics?” asked Rebecca.

“That’s your problem.”

Rebecca approached the booth and tried to seem interested in a pamphlet she picked up off their table.

“Hi there,” said a bank employee, a young man who seemed fresh out of college. He was attractive, though not as handsome as Harry. He had long, shaggy hair that clashed with the rest of his professional grooming, but maybe that was the point. His name tag said “Philip.”

“Hey,” said Rebecca. She wasn’t sure what to do, or what to say.

“If you… uh… I could tell you… about the bank,” he stammered. Philip was nervous, perhaps struck by Rebecca’s beauty. Did he see my pants when we entered? she wondered. Was he amazed by how tight they look?

“Oh, no thanks,” said Rebecca. The words were barely out of her mouth when she felt the vibrator jump inside her. “Aye! I mean, sure, tell me about it.”

“What’s your background?” he asked, sounding encouraged.

“Phys- Physics.”

“Oh, uh huh. Well, you must have a solid background in math, right? Our loans department is always interested in people like that…”

Rebecca did her best to listen to the man, but the combination of her distracted state and her disinterest in banking made it difficult.

“Do you have any questions?” Philip asked eventually.

“No, not really,” Rebecca replied. Once again, the plug in her began to spasm. She gasped, then pretended to cough. “Actually, do you offer part time hours? I’m going to be starting grad school.”

Harry nodded, smiling to himself as he pretended to play around on his phone. He’d been doing so the whole time, ready to trigger the toy whenever he wanted.

“Thanks,” Rebecca said when Philip finished.

“What about your friend here?” he asked, referring to Harry. “Anything you’d like to know?”

“No thanks, I’m just here for her,” he said.

“Oh, no problem. Hey,” he said to Rebecca. “Have a keychain. It has our number. Call anytime, or go online to submit an application.”

“Can I have one?” asked Harry, pointing at the keychains and taking the loose padlock key out of his pocket. “I could use one of those.”

Philip looked at him strangely, but nodded. Rebecca blushed, thinking about the lock, the ersatz button, at her waist.

Harry led them to another booth, this time for an insurance company. Rebecca gulped, knowing how hard it would be to feign interest here. Harry clutched her ass cheek in his hand and pushed her forward. The sensation was stinging, and she nearly yelped loudly, but she was glad to be leaving the insurance company behind.

As they toured the hall, Rebecca collected pens and thumb drives and all manner of giveaways. Who needs all this junk? she thought to herself. She was trying to distract herself from just how uncomfortable she was. Breathing took a little extra effort due to how tightly the pants hugged her hips. It pressed on the toy inside her at all times, ensuring it would not escape. Her fluids were still dripping into her panties, even after all this time: she knew her arousal would only to continue to grow, due to the constant stimulation and simultaneous denial.

Harry apparently knew it too: she could see a bulge in his pants. While utterly failing to listen to a programmer describe a nighttime course for basic coding, Harry stood directly behind her to hide his massive erection. He stood so close that every time she leaned back, she could feel his knob against the small of her back, each time sending a jolt of desire through her.

After feeling the vibrator buzzing inside her several times during the programmer’s presentation, Harry finally took pity on his pet and led them away from the software company’s table. “How’s it feeling?” Harry asked her, whispering in her ear.

“Really good,” she said. “It feels so tight everywhere. It reminds me of your Enclosure.”

Harry nodded happily. “I’d hoped you might say that.” The Enclosure was one of his favorite inventions, and the night he tested it on Rebecca was full of fond memories.

“Good. Let’s go see the engineering group.”

Fortunately for the Rebecca, the engineers were of interest to Harry. Though he had found the best job he would ever have – it was hard to argue otherwise – and wasn’t looking to change careers, he used electronics in his inventions all the time. Learning about innovations in his field could come in handy. While he enjoyed the presentation, he failed to notice that Rebecca wasn’t paying attention until the engineers finished speaking and his focus changed back to her.

Rebecca trembled as the vibrator’s sudden activation shocked her again. This time she did let out a little squeal. She could feel the eyes on her, wondering what could have possibly caused her to make such a sound. Blushing, she started giggling, pretending Harry had said something incredibly funny. He laughed too, though his was a genuine reaction to her improvisation. In truth, she wasn’t fooling anybody. Something is off about those two, Rebecca imagined the others thinking. But what? She didn’t expect any of them would ever guess the truth.

“This way,” said Harry, quickly smacking her ass. It was just a light touch, and the impact was stopped by the jeans, but through the plug she felt it clearly.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“To see a video.”

“Seriously? On what?”

Harry looked at the map of the tables he’d picked up and checked it. “Compliance. You’d know a thing or two about that,” he said. “This will be perfect.”

Perfectly dull, she thought. Of course, that was the point. A job fair was a dull place to be, especially if you weren’t actually looking for work. It was the perfect place to test somebody in a game of not-making-a-scene. Everybody here was screaming inside for something interesting to happen, or to be somewhere else. Rebecca grinned, realizing that the joy of being with Harry was that no matter where they were, she was always in the place she most wanted to be. After all, she’d spent more time with him in a functional workshop than anywhere else, and it was not a place that looked welcoming if you didn’t know Harry.

By “compliance,” Harry had been referring to two completely different things. Rebecca lived to obey his orders and serve him, but that was not the same as ensuring a business operates in accordance to all the legal codes and regulations necessary. When she heard the video was a half-hour long, Rebecca shut her eyes and shook her head. This is just cruel, she thought.

Harry squeezed her thigh with his hand after they’d taken a seat. She whimpered when sitting down, finding out that with the plug in place it was a whole new punishment. At least while walking around the fair she’d been able to stand up.

As the video pressed on, Rebecca looked around at the handful of other people watching. Some were taking notes, not paying attention to her. However, one man was eying her impossibly tight pants. She tried not to think about him, and as her mind wandered she became aware of something moving. The plug had activated, but with just a fraction of the intensity as before.

“What are you doing?” she whispered to Harry.

“I’m watching the video,” he replied.

She punched his arm. “I’m serious! You turned it on again!”

“Oh, that. I set it to slowly get more intense. Let’s see how much of the video you can get through without making a sound.”

Rebecca hated that he’d offered her a challenge. He knew she couldn’t resist a challenge, especially an explicit one. She steeled herself, knowing the vibration was only going to get worse. She was even starting to hear it, a tiny buzz that was only audible because she was listening for it. She doubted anyone else would notice… for now.

Sweat began to roll down her forehead as the vibration continued. She tried to listen to the video, to focus on every single word, but it was impossible. She tried to steady her breathing, but she couldn’t help resorting to inhaling deeply as an orgasm grew inside. She looked to Harry, putting on the most pitiable face she could. Like a sad puppy, she thought.

“I want you to know,” he said, speaking directly into her ear, “that this is the hottest I have ever felt for you or anyone else, and when we get back to that hotel room, I am going to ravish you.”

“You promise?” she whispered.

“Definitely.”

By the time the video was almost over, the plug in Rebecca’s ass was shaking at nearly full intensity, and the sound was starting to cause people to look around in confusion, wondering what it was and where it was coming from. Oh, it’s just a cell phone, she wanted to say. But who’s? Why aren’t they answering it? She and Harry shrugged and pretended to look around in search of the source too.

Soon the speaker in the video was wrapping up with a short summary. “Using the information we’ve covered today, you should now be familiar with the latest changes made to the state-wide codes,” he said as Rebecca started to tremble. “Oh god,” she said. Oh god, they’re looking, she thought. “Oh god,” she repeated out loud.

“This was very enlightening,” Harry said, grabbing Rebecca’s hand and pulling her out of her seat. She followed him as he dragged her out of the convention hall as quickly as he could. She was in no condition to be running through a crowd of people, as the waves of pleasure emanating from her behind were overwhelming her. She was sobbing from the bliss by the time they reached the hallway, where a couple of older men in ill-fitting suits eyed them suspiciously.

“She just got hired after six months of unemployment!” Harry explained.

“Congratulations!” they shouted.

“Thanks,” Rebecca wailed as Harry practically carried her away.

Harry laughed to himself, giddy at his handiwork. Rebecca enjoyed the euphoria coursing through her, nearly to the point of being oblivious to the world. When they reached the room, Harry had his key card ready, and quickly they were inside. As soon as the door shut behind them, Rebecca let out all of the tension that had built up and screamed. Harry cupped his hand over her mouth, very aware that they were in a hotel, not his workshop, and that the walls were not as thick as he’d like. With his other hand, he reached for the shopping bag and took out a big, red ball gag. He pressed it into Rebecca’s already wide open mouth and then secured the buckle to keep it there. She continued to sob in ecstasy, and now also enjoyed the presence of the gag.

“Take off your top,” ordered Harry.

Rebecca did as asked, still present in the moment enough to know what he wanted, but she was falling back into subspace quickly.

Harry could tell this was the case, and so his next action was to attach a cruel set of clamps to her sensitive nipples. The pain briefly interrupted Rebecca’s ecstasy, but as it joined the experience she began to enjoy their sting. Harry tugged at them for a little while, then reached for the shopping bag. He took out three sets of handcuffs. They were not the fuzzy toys used by amateurs; these were serious, with only one chain link to separate the cuffs from one another. Harry pulled Rebecca’s hands behind her back and snapped on the first pair around her wrists. The second he placed above her elbows, forcing her arms together fairly tightly. The third and last he fastened around her ankles so she couldn’t walk.

“This is perfect,” Harry said as he took in the sight of his pet. “Just how I’d always imagined it would be. You make my fantasies come true, Rebecca.”

If Rebecca had been able to reply, she’d have said that he did the same for her. Of course, that was perfectly obvious at the moment. He devised fantasies she didn’t know she had, then brought her to them.

Although Rebecca had been restrained by tighter bondage in her work and play with Harry, and had been stimulated with the same techniques, she felt that each session they had was better than the last. It helped that he kept coming up with new inventions – truly, she inspired him creatively like nothing ever had before.

Harry opened the hotel’s minibar and picked out a tiny bottle of scotch. He poured it into a glass and sat down on the bed, watching Rebecca, savoring every sound she made as she shuddered through an orgasm that would not lose its intensity. He sipped his drink slowly, not wanting to change a thing.

—

When Rebecca regained her senses, she found herself lying face down on the hotel bed, her head turned and resting on a pillow. Her hands and arms were cuffed behind her back, and her legs were cuffed too. The dildo in her behind was still there, but it was off. She was grateful: her ass felt incredibly sore. The cock-shaped plug had been in there for a long time. She welcomed it, but knew she’d pay for it later.

She mewled through the gag to let Harry know she was back from subspace. He didn’t say anything at first, but she did hear him get up from the recliner. The next thing she felt was her heels being pulled off her feet. Her socks came next. When they were gone, she was surprised by Harry’s intention: he began tickling her feet using something incredibly soft. She laughed uncontrollably as he dragged it across her toes and below the bridges of her feet. As she bucked and fidgeted, Harry held down her ankles and tormented her feet with the surprisingly erotic source of stimulation.

“We don’t do this very often, do we?” he asked, showing her the white feather he was indeed using. “To be honest, it’s not really part of my fantasy, but I saw it at the store and thought, hey, why not?”

Rebecca hollered through her gag as the infectious laughter forced her to agitate the plug in her ass. Finally, when Harry was satisfied, he turned her onto her side and loosened the gag enough to take it out of her mouth. He let it rest on the wet bed sheet where her drool had soaked it thoroughly. Before she could say anything, he stuffed his cock deep into her mouth. Maybe it was her imagination, but it had never seemed so large to Rebecca. She liked to think Harry’s staff had grown more massive as a result of getting to live out his ultimate secret fantasy. Whether or not it was true didn’t matter anyway: the important part was that she give him the experience he craved. He had already brought her more sweet release than she had ever imagined, and it on a night that was supposed to be about him!

So she sucked his cock just the way he liked it, using all the strength she could to lift her head and plunge it downward. Harry groaned in utter carnal fulfillment, his bliss total. Rebecca was not surprised when it only took a little while for him to climax: he’d been building toward this moment for hours. She couldn’t imagine having that kind of self-control.

“Oh no… I’m not done,” he said between breaths. First he re-inserted the ball gag into her mouth. Rebecca whined, but she knew neither of them could resist the way she looked with it wedged firmly between her teeth.

Harry then picked Rebecca up in his arms and stood her up on the floor. He found his khakis lying by the bed and took from a pocket the key chain he received from the job fair. On it was the key to the padlock sealing Rebecca’s jeans. When she saw it, she felt the familiar cognitive dissonance: she would have relief from a constricting form of bondage, but also regret, as the comforting grip of the restraints disappeared.

He opened the padlock and set it aside. Of course, Rebecca’s jeans didn’t simply fall down: they were far too tight. Harry unlocked the cuffs around her ankles, then began yanking and pulling at the jeans, dragging them down her body a half-inch at a time. All the while, the sensation of the plug in Rebecca’s ass intensified anew, as the movement of the fabric jostled it again and again.

“This is a lot harder than I thought it would be,” said Harry.

What if he can’t get them off? she wondered.

“I brought a pair of sheers, just in case,” he said, anticipating her concern. “But it would be a shame to destroy such a nice pair of jeans. I was hoping we could do this again sometime. You know, go to the movies, walk on the beach. That sort of thing.”

Rebecca agreed, those all sounded like fun. Fortunately for both of them, Harry managed to remove the jeans, though the effort was laborious. Rebecca groaned in relief when they were at last pulled free. She spread out her legs and enjoyed how cool her legs felt; her underwear and yoga pants were soaked around the crotch, and the air around them was now producing a very welcome chilling effect.

“Wow,” said Harry, massaging her crotch through her clothes. “Did you have a good time, dear?”

Rebecca nodded enthusiastically, laughing through the gag.

“Good. I did too. And we’re not done yet. I’ve got a few more ideas. If you recall, I made you a promise during that video.”

Harry got up and put his hand’s on Rebecca’s waist. He kissed her cheek, and then with one quick motion, pulled down her yoga pants and underwear. He dropped to his knees and leaned forward to put his lips to her warm folds and let his mouth express his appreciation. Rebecca quickly found herself catapulted back into subspace; she had barely even left it.

By the time Harry’s tongue tired of stroking her swollen sex, she was already beyond words. When he stopped, Harry took a deep breath, then put his hand around the flat base of the dildo in her ass. “Ready?” he asked, and she nodded. Harry exhaled and pulled on the plug, which had no trouble coming free. Rebecca howled into her gag as it finally was removed. How many hours had it been? She hadn’t counted. Knowing Harry, the damn thing probably had a little clock built in that could tell. As much as she enjoyed having it inside her the whole time, it was quite a relief to have it out.

Harry put the replica of his member back into the shopping bag, then lifted Rebecca in his arms and set her down on the bed. He took off the handcuffs that were around her arms and wrists and tossed them aside. He opened the nightstand next to the bed and pulled out several lengths of rope. Tears of joy rolled down Rebecca’s cheeks as Harry tied her hands together to the center of the headboard. When he finished, he lifted up each leg until her feet could almost touch her head and tied each foot to the headboard as well. With her legs spread wide, she was totally exposed, her inviting crevice presented for Harry’s use. However, before Harry began to make good on his promise, he re-attached the set of clamps she’d worn on her breasts earlier, eliciting pained moans as each one bit down on her hardened nipples.

“I feel like these have gone criminally under-appreciated today,” he said while massaging her chest. “Well, we have the whole weekend ahead of us.”

Rebecca sighed, imagining two more whole days of this kind of treatment. Is it really possible to have too much of a good thing? she wondered. In her experience, no, no it wasn’t.

“I love you, Rebecca,” said Harry. “Thanks for making my dreams come true today.”

”-Uv ooh too,” she mumbled through the gag.

As she said it, Harry plunged his rock hard staff deep into her inviting chasm, slipping between her folds like a hand into a glove, his girth proving no challenge. Her pussy ached with desire, and eagerly anticipated his penetration. She marveled at his seemingly endless stamina; maybe she was projecting her exhaustion onto him, but she couldn’t fathom how he had the energy to plow her with such intensity after all they’d already done.

He must have been wanting to do this for a long time, she thought. And maybe thinking of what comes next is fueling his lust. Rebecca swooned, wondering about the remaining stages in his fantasy; what must they be like, if they were so powerfully erotic to Harry that he was fucking her like a machine. It was the last concrete thought she had before an orgasm exploded within her, rippling throughout her body and launching her into a state of unmitigated euphoria. Harry continued working his steely hammer deep into her chamber, sweat dripping off his biceps and down his chest. By the time he finally ran out of steam, Rebecca had lost all sense of time and duration.

The feeling of his hot, sticky seed falling on her belly, breasts and face woke her from her trance. As she regained awareness of her surroundings, she realized the ball gag was being pulled from her mouth, and then Harry’s cock was back inside her. She sucked on it instinctively while enjoying the glow she felt from her extended orgasm.

Despite her fatigue, she had more than enough strength left to offer for one last blow job, especially because Harry was making it easy by bringing his rod to her mouth, instead of making her come to it. Rebecca let him drive it into her throat, breathing through her nose; she was in a state of such heightened bliss that she didn’t feel concerned about gagging at all. When her honed oral technique brought Harry to climax, he deposited his load at the back of her throat, which she swallowed hungrily.

Harry turned over and fell in a heap on the bed, at last spent. He laughed as he caught his breath, and Rebecca laughed with him.

“This has been everything I hoped it would be,” he said. “It wouldn’t have been possible without you.”

“I’m… glad,” she replied between breaths.

“Hang on,” Harry said. He stepped aside, heading for the minibar. He took out a bottled water, twisted off the cap and downed half of it without stopping. He came back to the bed and held it up to Rebecca’s mouth. He closed her lips around it and let Harry gently tip it upward, helping her to drink until she’d finished the bottle. When she was done, he stood there and admired her. With her arms and legs still tied to the headboard, she looked impossibly enticing, all spread apart and restrained. She felt as available as she looked: if Harry wanted to continue to use her while she was like this, she’d happily do anything he wished.

“I know what you’re thinking, because I’m thinking it too,” he said at last. He ran one hand over her mound and with the other tugged on the chain connecting her nipple clamps. “We could keep at it for hours, couldn’t we?”

“Yes.”

“The question is, do you want to stay here, in this perfectly average hotel room, or head back to my workshop? Because we’ve got to take a break eventually, and why stay here when all the best toys are at home?”

“You don’t have to convince me,” said Rebecca. “I’m yours. I’ll do whatever you want.”

Harry kissed her hard, sliding his tongue into her mouth. He clutched her tightly in his arms. “You want to go home?” he said at last.

“Of course,” she said.

“Great,” said Harry. “I’ll call ahead and have dinner waiting for us, and then so much more. The best part is, now we get to do the last part of my fantasy.”

Harry sprung into action, untying the ropes around Rebecca’s wrists and ankles. “Relax while you can, babe. This next part is going to be crazy.”

While she collapsed on the bed, Harry opened the door to the room’s closet and took out a suitcase.

“Where did that come from?” she asked.

“I planted it here this morning. I put a lot of thought into this,” he said.

“Clearly.”

Harry unzipped the large, black piece of luggage. Inside it was empty, which Rebecca found surprising. Who comes to a hotel with an empty suitcase? She knew he probably hadn’t planned on staying overnight, but it still seemed odd.

Harry picked up all of the clothes and toys he’d scattered around the room during their session and placed them to the side of the case. He emptied the nightstand’s drawer of a few other things he’d planted earlier, including a flogger, a massaging wand and more rope. He took the rope and brought it over to Rebecca.

“You ready? Because I’m going to be using nearly all of it.”

“Bring it,” she said, holding out her arms.

Harry wasn’t exaggerating. Every tie he made, he used far more rope than necessary. First, he circled her waist with a length and fed it through her tormented ass and crotch to split her pussy. He pulled it tight and tied it firmly. Next, Rebecca’s arms were crossed and tied behind her back with miles of rope, which were also fed around her torso and chest. The ropes lifted and pressed on her breasts, and made any sort of movement with her arms utterly impossible. Next he tied up her legs, folding them at the knees and positioning them in front of her body. When they were secured individually, he added more rope to fasten them to her arms and torso.

The effect was to tie her in a ball. She loved being completely immobilized by his hand, but Rebecca didn’t fully comprehend his plan.

“Almost done,” he said. He picked up her yoga pants and fished the panties out of them. Before she could react, he twisted them up and used it like a rag to gag her. He tied if off behind her neck, so the fabric pulled back her lips and suppressed her tongue. Rebecca was both repulsed and aroused by the taste of it in her mouth. It had absorbed so much of her fluids, it was like a trophy of what she did for Harry today. What’s one more fluid? she thought as her saliva began soaking into it.

“All right,” said Harry. “I’m going to warn you now, this might be a little scary, but I’ll be here the whole time. If anything is wrong, just start making a lot of noise, and I’ll get you out. Okay?”

Rebecca nodded. I trust you, she thought.

Harry put his arms underneath her and lifted Rebecca into the air. He carried her over to the suitcase, turned her on her side, then gently set her down inside of it.

Oh, holy shit, she thought.

Harry folded up her jeans and yoga pants and placed them in the suitcase with her. The rest of his toys and her purse he quickly gathered in the shopping bag. As soon as he’d taken everything, he quickly dressed.

“You good?” he said to Rebecca, caressing her behind.

“Uh huh,” she mumbled.

“Good. See you soon.” With that, Harry shut the suitcase and zipped it up.

After only a minute of pure darkness, Rebecca had never felt so confined. Technically, she knew she was wrong: she may as well have been cast in lead the night she tested Harry’s Enclosure. However, while standing in that cage she’d not had her senses stripped away from her; if anything, they had been heightened by the intensity of the situation. Now, she could hear nothing except her own heartbeat. She saw nothing at all. She could smell and taste and touch, but those were all sources of pain and discomfort at the moment. She loved it, but realized she was in for quite an ordeal.

The worst part about it was that she was bereft of a sense of passing time. She knew that sooner or later she was going to start moving, first as Harry dragged her, and then by car, and she knew how long it would take to get from place to place, but without any clear cues, she couldn’t tell how long she’d be in her current state.

Just go along for the ride, she reminded herself. Enjoy it.

As expected, she soon felt herself being lifted up from the bed and lowered to the floor. She yelped as Harry lifted the suitcase up vertically, setting her down on her still-sore ass. This was followed by movement forward, as Harry extended the suitcase’s pull handle and wheeled her out of the room. She heard a muffled thud, which she assumed was the door shutting behind them. Then she heard Harry’s muted voice in conversation with an unheard participant. Calling the driver, she assumed. She heard nothing else until they reached the lobby, where the floor was tiled instead of carpeted. Now the sound of wheels rolling over the hard surface was evident. When they went over a bump, Rebecca realized they were out of the hotel.

“Make some noise if you’re OK in there,” said Harry. His voice sounded close, like he had leaned all the way up against the suitcase.

“Mmm hmm hmm!” she mouthed.

“Good,” said Harry. “Russel’s coming with the car in a minute.”

Rebecca soon heard the car pull up, and felt it too, through the vibrations in the ground. She heard the voices of both men. She could swear she heard the word “trunk” and then some laughter. You better not! she thought, though she knew he wouldn’t.

The suitcase rose in the air and was carefully carried into the car’s back seat. “I’m going to hold this steady the whole time,” Harry said. “Don’t you worry.”

Rebecca had no doubt he would. She heard the slamming of car doors and the powerful vehicle’s ignition. She shut her eyes and enjoyed the ride as the car rocked her gently. Eventually she became drowsy, wrapped in the embraces of rope and love. How else could she describe it? His greatest fantasy had brought her more pleasure than it brought him, at least from her perspective. Perhaps he felt that he had received more, simply because he had received so much, how could it possibly have been less? Having to agree to disagree on who had a better time was a good problem to have, she reasoned.

She then figured, Doesn’t Harry technically owe me one now? What’s my greatest fantasy? She could ask for virtually anything; Harry’s fantasies weren’t limited by what currently existed in the world. If he wanted to try something badly enough, he would figure out a way to make it real; likewise, if she wanted something, he would try to invent it for her. And ultimately, one way or another, whatever they came up with, they would both enjoy. But now she had to think of some great fantasy for him to fulfill.

We could do this together forever, Rebecca thought to herself as she started to fall asleep. The only limit is… our… imagination. On that thought she drifted off, ready to wake in Harry’s workshop, a place where waking up was how a dream began.
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Rebecca and Leah got back into the car and shut the doors. “Let me guess,” said Rebecca. “You want to do it. You want to go in there and… perform.”

“Becca. You know how long it’s been since that cheating scumbag broke up with me.”

“Uh huh.”

“You know I have been dying to get laid for a couple weeks now.”

“Yeah.”

“You’re the one who told me it’s time I met somebody.”

“This isn’t what I had in mind.”

Leah shrugged. “Are the men in there going to be hot?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Are they going to want to… uh. Well. Do… the things… what you and Harry do.”

Rebecca grinned. To think, I used to be the squeamish one. Leah had tried her hardest to give Harry and Rebecca their privacy, but she knew what went on behind Rebecca’s closed bedroom door. Rebecca thought of all the times she tried to hold in her cries of pleasure, knowing her roommate was yards away. Okay, she has a pretty good idea, Rebecca thought. She said, “You mean, are they going to want to tie you up, spank you and have their way with you?”

“Right,” said Leah. “That.”

“Definitely.”

“Then I’m in.”

“Leah, are you sure? They’re not going to be asking what you want to do. They’re going to tell you what they want. What if they demand you service three guys at once?”

“Oh. My. God. That sounds amazing.”

She’s cock crazy, thought Rebecca. “What if they want to blindfold you and then have you pleasure one man after another? You won’t even know who they are.”

The scenario seemed to give Leah some pause. She considered the possibility, then asked, “Will they pleasure me in return?”

“If you’re good. It’s all a game to them. If you serve them well, you obey their commands, you’ll be rewarded.”

Ugh. Rebecca hated that what she said was the full truth. She felt like a drug pusher working to entice a potential addict into taking their first, little taste. Though, in this case, she didn’t have to push very hard: the drug sold itself just fine.

“I’m in,” said Leah. “What about you?”

Rebecca closed her eyes and thought about it. Agreeing would help two of the most important people in the world to her. She would no doubt have a good time showing off Harry’s inventions. She had never worried about her privacy before; she doubted anything that happened tonight would threaten it. You’re more likely to recognize them than they are to recognize you, Harry once told her about his clients.

Her decision came down to one last thing: the fun she recently had fulfilling Harry’s fantasy. He’d taken their play date out in public for the first time, and though she had been nervous, it turned into an extraordinarily satisfying experience in the way only Harry could deliver.

“Fine, let’s do this,” she said. “Hope you know what you’re in for tonight.”
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At last, Harry and Huck returned, swagger in their step and desire in their eyes. They each carried a black briefcase, which they placed on the table on either side of Alexis. They opened the cases and started displaying the contents: a collection of floggers, canes, paddles, dildos, metal clips, chains and at least a dozen condoms. They’re not going to use all of those? Alexis wondered, worry in her eyes.

Harry must have picked up on the alarm in her expression. “No, I doubt we’ll get to everything tonight. We just like to have options.”

“You want to go first?” Huck asked.

“Flip for it?” Harry replied.

“Sure.”

“Call it.” Harry stepped up to Alexis, retrieved a quarter from his pocket and flipped it up into the air.

“Heads,” said Huck.

The quarter landed on Alexis’ back. She bucked as if hit, causing a ripple of laughter to roll through the crowd. Alexis’ face turned as red as her gag. Mortified, she shut her eyes, but when she did pain shot across her ass cheeks. She looked at the screen and saw Harry holding a suede flogger. “Always keep your eyes open,” he said.

Alexis huffed in frustration and the sound of her indignation echoed through the chamber.

“Yes, you don’t know the rules,” said Huck as Harry swatted her bottom again. Alexis reeled. Harry had managed to target the same spot as the previous hit. “How can she be punished for doing something you didn’t know was wrong?” Huck continued. Two more lashes from the flogger now. “It’s not fair,” Huck added. Harry dealt two more lashes, now aiming for a single cheek at a time.

“If your father were present, he’d point out that even when you know the rules, you are loathe to follow them. So you’ll learn them as you go, okay?”

Alexis’ mind raced. How do they know what my father would say? How much did he tell them? She didn’t think about this for long, however, as Harry resumed his work with the flogger. Alexis moaned from the pain, which soon became the sole focus of her attention. Soon she lost perception of the room around her and the burning of the muscles in her arms and legs. To her amazement, the pain did nothing to diminish her arousal; in fact, it had steadily increased. Her desire grew like an inferno, and every hit was a bundle of kindling. And then, just when she thought she might climax, Harry stopped.

“Your turn,” he said to Huck.

Alexis thrashed helplessly, desperate for release, her cry muffled by the gag. She had been so close! Did he know to stop at that moment, or was it just luck? She suspected the former.

“I think we should give her a minute,” said Huck. Again, the crowd chuckled. Alexis continued to seethe, furious at being toyed with and mocked. You can quit at any time, her father’s voice offered. No, Alexis thought, drawing from a well of resilience she’d never tapped. I’m not quitting. Never.
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